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By the Author a “NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 


SOMETHING ABOUT A SUIT OF CLOTHING. 


“Wixcuse me, sir, but may I ask you where you got that 
suit of clothing ?” 

This question was asked on Broadway one afternoon 
but a few weeks ago. 

The questioner wasa portly gentleman, perhaps fifty 
years of age. 

His name was Paul G. Harwig, and he was a wholesale 
clothing dealer, doing business in New York, Philadel- 

phia, and Buffalo. 

The man he addressed was Nick Carter, the famous 
metropolitan detective. 

Nick had just finished work upon a gang murder over 
on the east side, and he was on his way home to take off his 
disguise and make out his written report for Superinten- 
dent Byrnes. 

The suit of clothes he wore was of a peculiar mixture, 
brown and drab, with a dash of red. 

It was avery loud suit, but the celebrated detective 
found it just the thing when he wished to take the part of 
a Bowery sport. 

He smiled as the question was asked. 

“What do you want to know for?” was his counter 
question. 

“T have my reasons, sir. 

“T bought it up on ae, avenue.” 

“(At what place?” 

‘“‘T don’t remember the exact number ?” 

“Was it new when you bought it?” went on the cloth- 
ing dealer, sharply. 

“Really, sir, I can’t see what business of yours that can 
be. 9 

“It’s a good deal of my business,” returned Harwig, 
getting slightly excited. 

“T don’t see the point.” 

“That suit was stolen, and, unless you tell me the full 
particulars as to how it came into your possession, I vane 
have you arrested.” 

“Who are you?” 

“My name is Harwig, and I am a wholesale clothing 
dealer.’ 

“ And you say this suit of clothes was stolen ?” 

4¢ I do. bb] 

“Perhaps you are mistaken.” 

“Not much, young man.” 

“Ts this the only suit of this kind in New York?” 

“No, there are a number.” 

“Then how can you be sure this is the stolen one?” 

“ Because all that are in the market were stolen.” 

“All! How many ?” 

“Bight. That suit was made of a peculiar cloth, of 
which only seven or eight pieces were manufactured.” 

“Well 2” 

“Thad the pieces made up into suits at Buffalo and 
shipped to New York. When the boxes arrived here, 
eight of the suits had been stolen. I immediately put the 
other suits aside, resolved not to sell them until I had run 
across at least one, of those which had been stolen.” 

“Tt was a good idea.” 

“This is one of the suits.” 

“Then it belongs to you.” 

“Tt does.” 

“You shall have it, Mr. Harwig. But you will have to 
go to my house with me, and give me a chance to ex- 
change it for one of my own.” 

“Ts it far from here?” 

46 No. ” 

“Then I’ll go. May I ask your name?” ( 
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Harwig was beginning to realize that Nick was a gentle-_ 


man, despite his seeming preference for loud clothing. 

“My name is Nick Carter.” 

“Nick Carter?” The clothing dealer scratched his chin. 
“Not the celebrated detective ?” 

‘I am the detective, yes.” 

“Oh!” Harwig’s look: changed. 
disguise ?” 

Exactly.” ¢ 

‘And you have on one of my stolen suits. That i is odd.” 

“Not so very odd, Mr. Harwig. I bought this suit about 
two weeks ago from a second-hand clothing dealer named 
Guswein, on Seventh avenue. He probably bought it 
from the person who stole the suit in the first place.” 

“T would like to catch that person! I have suffered ter- 
ribly from these freight thieves !” 

“You have lost other things besides those eight suits of 
clothing?” 

“Yes. Last month I lost sixteen pairs of pants, and the 
month before eight white vests and a roll of silk lining.” 

“How were the things stolen?” 

‘‘The goods were sent to me by freight from Buffalo, alk 
properly packed. When the boxes were delivered at my 
store here in New York I found the boxes had been 
opened and the articles taken from them.” 

‘Did you notify the railroad company ?” 

‘<9 ] did.” 

“What did the officials have to say ?” 

“Very little. I suppose I could sue them, if I wished to, 
| but I haven’t a clear.case, as I cannot prove the goods 
iwere in the boxes when ‘they left my eS nee in 
Buffalo.” 

“ But you feel certain such was the case?” 

“There can be no doubt about it. The goods were packed 
by my son, and they were taken to the freight depot by a 
reliable driver.” 


‘Then you are only in 


fore they reached your store in New York. i 
“ T suppose that’s so.’ 
While speaking the two had been aliens rapidly t«- 
ward Nick’s residence. They now reached the house, and. 


“Then the things must have been taken at some ti , mae, 
after they arrived at the freight house in Buffalo and ri 


ing dealer in. 


“Now, if you will take a seat for a few minutes I wiil | 
said the great de- | 


return your suit to you, Mr. Harwig,” 
tective, as he led the way into the parlor. 

The clothing dealer was embarrassed. 

“Really, Mr. Carter, I—I—-won’t you keep the suit? 
suppose you paid for it?” 

“T certainly did. But what is yours, is yours——” 

“JT know, but do you know, on the way here I have been 
thinking that since you have apparently such a good 
start, vou would like to undertake to run down this thief 
I am after.” 

‘‘T might take the case,” replied Nick, slowly. 

“T will pay you whatever your services are worth. ws 

“How were your goods shipped ?” 

“By the New York Central and Hudson River Rail- 
road.” 

“Where to?” 

“To the Barclay street pier.” 

“Delivered by railroad drivers or your own ?” 

“The railroad delivered the boxes.” 

“Did the same driver deliver all the goods?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“Did you see the boxes when they came in?” 

“T did.” 

“Did they look all right?” 

“Tf they had not, I would not have accepted them.” 

At this instant the telephone in Nick’s office began to 
ring. 

**Wxeuse me for a moment.” 

“ Oertainly.” 

The celebrated detective answered the summons. 

“Hullo! 
came over the wire. 

“Yes. Who are you?” 


I 


“ momen need 


| taking out his night-key, Nick let himself and the cloth- | 
r} 


Is that Mr. Nicholas Carter, the detective? ne 


“The freight agent of the Central and ae River 


Railroad.” 
“What do you want?” 
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“Are you at liberty to undertake a case for us?” 

“What sort of a case?” 

“We wish to get after a set of freight thieves.” 

<4 Yes. 9? 

“Will you call at this office ?” 

“J will.” 

“When ?” 

“In an hour from now.” 

“Allright. Good-by.” 

- “Good-by.” 

Nick hung up the receiver, and returned to Mr. Harwig. 

“T think I have good news:for you,” he said. 

“In what way ?” 

“The freight agent of the Central and Hudson River 
Railroad has just telephoned to me, asking me to take up 
a case for them.” 

“ Against this freight thief?” 

“ He says against a set of freight thieves. He probably 

means your case as well as a number of others.” 
’ “Tsee.” Harwig reflected for a moment. “Well, sup- 
posing you go ahead for them first?” 

“J think that would be best.” 

“You muy mention what I have said to you.” 

“T will, if I deem it advisable, not otherwise. 
can I see you when I want to?” 

“Here is my card.” Harwig handed it over. “Remem- 
ber, Mr. Carter, I am willing to pay liberally for what- 
ever you may do for me, no matter what action the rail- 
road may take.” 

“Thanks.” . 

A minute later Paul Harwig left Nick Carter’s house. 

The great detective looked in the glass and surveyed 
himself as he appeared in the stolen suit. 

‘‘This is the oddest beginning of a case I’ve struck yet,” 
he laughed. “Supposing Harwig had had me arrested, 
what then?” 

While he was still laughing, Chick and Wick, his two 
faithful assistants, entered. 

“Hullo, what’s up?” asked the former. 

* Something funny just struck me,” replied Nick. 
you see this suit?” 

* What of it. ?” 

“T bought it of Guswein, on Seventh avenue.” 

“For a disguise ?” 

ivf Yes. ? 

“T see nothing funny about that,” put in Wick. 

“The suit is a stolen one.” 

66 Oh tea : 

‘And I came very near being arrested for having it on.” 

Chick and Wick both burst out laughing. 

“That’s one on Nick,” remarked the former. 

“How did you feel when you thought you were going to 
be arrested 2?” asked Wick. 

“Tt didn’t take long to find out what the trouble was,” 
responded the chief. 

‘“And what was the trouble?” 

In a brief manner the celebrated detective explained. 
“Do you know, I thitik that may bea greater case than 
those people imagine,” said Wick. 

“T shouldn’t wonder,” returned Nick. ‘‘If the thieves 
are connected with the railroad, it is not likely that they 
would tamper with one man’s freight only.” 

“ Maybe they are a regularly organized gang,” ventured 
Chick. = 

“That is also my idea,” replied Nick. “And unless they 
are captured and broken up it won’t ve long before they 
lav plans for a big haul.” 

Nick was about to retire to his room to change his 
clothes, but on second thought decided to keep them on. 

“It’s as good a disguise as any. Wick, you write up 
that report for the superintendent.” 

“You:mean the one on the Kassendy murder over in 
Seventh street?” 

“Yes, Chick can give you such particulars as you 
haven’t got already.” 

“ All right.” : 

“ Where are you going?” asked Chick. 

“Mo see that freight agent. I promised to be with him 


inside of an hour.” : 
Five minutes later Nick Carter was on his way to the 


W here 
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-| freight office of the New York Central and Hudson River 


Railroad. 


CHAPTER II. 
THE FREIGHT THIEVES’ WORK. 


“This is the freight agent of the Central and Hudson 
River Railroad ?” 

(79 Yes.” 

Nick looked around him. 

Half a dozen clerks were busy, writing at the books. 

“TI wish to see you in private.” 

“What about?” 

‘Some freight that is coming down the river.” 

“Very well, sir. Step this way.” 

The agent pushed open the door of an inner office, and 
the great detective entered. 

“Now, sir, what can I do for you?” asked the railroad 
official, as he closed the door. 

“You can give me the particulars of these freight 


thieves you wish caught.” 


“Ah! You are Nick Carter !” 

The agent held out his hand. 

“Glad tc see you so prompt, Mr. Carter. We are ina 
bad fix that is gradually getting worse,” went on the rail- 
road official. “Freight is being stolen every week, and 
we cannot tell where it goes.” 

“T know it.” 

The agent was astonished. 

“You do?” 

“Exactly. See this suit? 
goods sent over your line.” 

“The devil! Do you really mean that ?” 

“T do. But tell me what you wish me to know.” 

“Will you undertake to run down the thieves?” 

“J will.” 

“Their system of robbery dates back to over a year 
ago.” 

as Cannot you be more definite than that?” 

The freight agent got out a small memorandum-book. 

“The first case reported was by Mishler & Doremus, of 
Park place. They missed four handsome vases, shipped 
to them on March 7th.” 

“Were the vases in a separate package ?” 

“Oh, no! Everything that has been taken has been 
only part of an original package.” 

“T see. What were the vases worth %” 

“Twelve dollars, wholesale.” 

“Did you attempt to trace up the theft?” 

“We did, but discovered nothing.” 

“ What was the next robbery ?” 

“On March 20th sixty cans of fruit and fourteen bottles 
of wine were stolen.” 

“Go on.” 

“On April Ist Northup & Hayes complained that half a 
case of needles and one quarter of a box of spool cotton 
were missing—the value one hundred and four dollars.” 

“They were getting bolder, it would seem.” 

“They certainly were, for on June 9th we missed three 
dozen fine wax-candles, and the next day, M. G. Tredwell, 
the wholesale stationer, reported that out of a consign- 
ment from his Buffalo branch, stationery to the amount 
of four hundred dollars failed to turn up.” 

“Was nothing done toward capturing them after this 
big haul?” 

“Oh, yes, we had two detectives on the track.” 

“ And the result 2?” 

“Was as before. 

“Humph !” 

“The thieves now 


It was stolen from a case of 


Nobody was arrested.” 


took a rest for several months, and 
we thought we were rid of them.” 

“Most likely they were preparing for work ona larger 
scale.” 

“Such proved to be a fact. é 
plaint from Paul G. Harwig, stating some clothing and 


In October came 2 com- 


silk lining had been stolen. He also made another com- 
plaint but a few weeks ago.” 

“ About more clothing ?” 

“Yes. By the way, you said——” 

“That I had on one of those stolen suits.” 
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“Tt is really a fact?” 

“Yes. But goon.” 

“On the same day that this last lot of clothing was 
stolen Brown & Vincent, of Union square, missed several 
valuable bronzes, Hopewell & Fairlie reported thrée val- 
uable oil paintings gone, and Billitson Brothers, of 
Vesey street, said that every one of ten cases of tea had 
been broken open and part of the contents removed. The 
combined losses in this instance reached two hundred and 
five dollars.” 

‘“They were crawling up.” 

‘‘Then came the climax, only two days later. There 
was a large consignment of silverplated ware came down 
under a wrong billing. The consignment was very valu- 
able. There was some delay in getting it here, and more 
delay in the delivery. There were eight cases of goods, 
and it was found that every case had been opened, and 


stuff abstracted to the amount of one thousand and two| 


hundred dollars.” 

“ And that is the last haul ?” 

“It is, but, privately, let me tell you we are shaking in 
our shoes for fear another haul, still larger, will follow. 
The thieves seem to know we have tried in vain to spot 
them, and they are consequently growing bolder.” 

“Tt is certainly time they were stopped. If this thing 
keeps on they will soon be running the railroad.” 

“Tt gives us a bad reputation with shippers, and many 
have left us and given their work to other lines.” 

“That’s natural.” 

‘*Do you think you can do anything for us? 
dent thought you could.” 

val think I can. I have some sort of clew in this suit I 
am wearing.” 

And -Nick told how he had gained possession of the 
clothing. 

“That ought to be an opening.” 

“You say you suspect no one.’ 

‘We have suspected nearly every one, but it has done 
no good.” 

“You say the first goods were stolen last March.” 

“The first that were reported, yes.’ 

“Will you give me a list of your employees at that 
time ?” 

“Certainly.” 

Jumping from his seat, the freight agent was about to 
start for the door. 

“Hold up!” cried Nick. 

“To get that list.” 

“Will you write it out yourself?” 

“ IT was going to get Ferry, the head clerk, to doit. He 
can get the list from the pay roll.” 

“Don’t do it.” 

t¢ Why ry ont 

el a fake this case, I want no one to know it but your- 
self.” 

“erry is thoroughly honest.” 

“That may be, but I wish matters as I stated.” 

“Very well. Ill bring in the book, and make out the 
‘list. myself.” 

“Can't you give me a list without consulting the book ?” 

The freight agent thought for a moment. 

“T think I could,” he replied, slowly. “Let me try it.” 

Taking a pad, he began to write uponit. There was a 
moment of silence. 


“Put them all down,” said Nick. 
them guilty or not.” 

Biss Oh aa | a 

The list was at last completed and handed over. 

“Tf upon consulting the book I find I have made a mis- 
take, I will let you know.” 

“All right. Now tell me, of these men, are all of them 
still employed here?” 

“Yes, There were two others, but I did not put them 
down because they are dead.” 

“Then that is all, excepting one important thing. If an 
Irishman, named Dan Mur phy, BpEHES to you for a job in 
a day or two give it to him.” 

“T don’t quite understand.” 

*The Trishman will be either myself or one of my as- 
sistants.” 

ay Oh (2% 


The presi- 


‘Where are you going?” 


“ Whether you think 


“Ask him in a jolly kind of a way what sort of a job he 
is after, and give it to him,” 

ni will. i 

After a few more words Nick arose, and left the freight 
Office. 

As he passed out, he took a sharp look at the several 
clerks, all of w hom appeared to be very busy. 

“Dll soon know if they are innocent or not,” he thought 
to himself. “This thieving may start right from the 
office.” 

Going over to Sixth avenue Nick jumped aboard an ele- 
vated train, and was soon up to Thirty-third street and 
Broadway. 

Here he alighted, and made his way over to Seventh 
avenue and up to Moses Guswein’s second-hand clothing 
establishment. 

Nick was not in the habit of patronizing such places, 
but, the force of circumstances had for once compelled 
him to do so. 

The shop was long, low, and semi-dark. Heaps of cloth- 
ing were stacked on all sides, in the midst of which were 
Moses Guswein, his wife, and the three little Gusweins. 

‘“‘Goot-tay, mine dear friend,” said Guswein, bowing 
politely. ‘“ Vot can I show you to-tay ?” 

2 want to see you in private,” replied Nick, sternly. 

‘Vot? 

“T want to see you in private.” 

“Vot ist der madder ?” 

“Do you remember this suit of Uloehose 2” 

“'Vot of dot suit?” asked Guswein, cautiously. 

“T want to know if you remember it ?” 

“May be I does, mine friend.” 

‘‘T bought it here a short time ago.” 

“Yah? It vos a peautiful suit, ain’t dot so, Rebecca?” — 

“Lofely !” cried Mrs. Guswein. ‘“Couldn’t vos been 
petter, Moses.” 

“JT haven’t anything against the suit. I want to know if 
you have any more like it.” 

Guswein’s face changed instantly. 

“Of I haf me some chust like dot?” 

“That’s what I said.” » 

‘‘T vill see, mine friend.” 

The Jew hustled about and so did his wife and the little 
Gusweins. 

“T haf a dozen chust like dot,” cried Guswein, bringing 
several forward. 

“Let me see them.” 

“Vot, der whole lot?” 

POOR 
~ “Does you vants to git anodder suit, mine friend ?” 

“T want to see what you’ve got like this.” 

At these words the Jew brought forth three more suits, 
making six in all. 

“This is the extent of your stock ?”’ 

Again Guswein began to grow suspicious. 

“Vot you vants to know dot for, mine friend ?” the 
asked. 

sige will tell you,” responded Nick. “‘These suits were all 
stolen.” 

At these words, Guswein set up a howl, in which the 
rest of his family joined. 

“Oh, no! Oh, no!” 

“Do you dink Moses vos a t’ief?” screamed Mrs. Gus: 
wein. 

“T want to know where you got these suits?” 

‘*T pought dem,” replied Guswein. 

He saw it would be useless to try to bulldoze the great 
detective. 

“Where 2” 

“Dot vos mine business.” 

“It is mine also. Do you want to be arrested ?” 

Guswein set up another howl. 

“Who you vos?” he demanded. 

“T am a detective.” 

The Jew’s face fell. 

“You vos sure dot dem suits vos stolen?” he went on, 
his lip trembling. 

“Yes, and I demand to know ig oa you got them.” 

“T baid for dem honestly, mine’ friend——” 

“That has nothing to do with the case. Where did you 
get them. Answer me at once !” 
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CHAPTER III. 
“WHO WAS THAT WOMAN ?” 


Nick eyed Moses Guswein sharply. 

“You are telling me the truth ?” 

“I vos, so hellup me Isaac !” 

“Who was the woman ?” 

“T haf der name by der books.” 

“Let me have it.” 

“Vot vos you goin’ ter do mid dem suits?” 

‘*“Send them to headquarters.” 

At this Guswein began to storm, and his wife to cry. 

“T baid me for dem suits.” 

“You vos a robber!” shrieked Mrs. Guswein. 

“You ought to be thankful that I don’t have you both 
locked up,” returned Nick, quietly. “Come, give me that 
name and address.” 

With a groan the Jew turned to his. desk, and got outa 
well-worn and greasy book. 

He turned over the pages for several minutes. 

“Der name vos Annie Markham.” 

“And the address ?” 

“Three twenty-five West Highteenth street.” 

“Do you know this woman ?” 

Ge No.” 

“ Not at all?” 

“T haf seen her a couble of dimes, dot’s all.” 

* What sort of a looking woman is she?” 

“Tall, mit dark hair.” 3 

“Do you think that is her right name ?” 

“T suppose it vos.” 

“ How long ago is it that you bought these suits?” 

“Der same tay you vos come in and took dot von.” 

“Harly in the morning ?” 

79 Yes. ry 

“Which way did the woman go when she left here ?” 

“T didn’t vos notice.” 

“ What did you pay for the suits?” 

‘“Dot vos mine business.” 

“ Answer me.” 
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*T pought seven suits for fifty dollars.” 

“That was cheap.” 

“Not of dem has been stolen.” 

“That’s true, Guswein. What did the woman have to 
gay when she offered the suits for sale?” 

‘She said she vos took dem for pack payment on vork.” 

“That she had done?” 

* Yes: 
some man in Canal street.” 


woman, and you have told me a straight story ?” 

“TJ haf, so hellup me——” 

“Remember, I shall know the truth in short order. 
Now, about these suits?” 

“Vot of dem?” 

“Wrap them up, and put them away until the officers, 
from headquarters come for them.” 


“TT pought dem from a vomans vot offered dem for sale.” | 


Nick’s manner was so stern that Guswein at once wilted | 


She had von letter to dot effect, written from | 


“A plind. You are pusitive you did not know the) 


This aroused his curiosity, and he turned to take an- 
other look at the person. 

Then for the first time he noticed that she was very 
tall, and had dark hair. 

Could it be the woman who had sold the suits to Moses 
“Guswein ? 

It was not likely, yet such a thing was possible. 

Nick hesitated for a moment, and then resolved to fol- 
low the woman. 

Meanwhile, unconscious that she was under suspicion, 
the woman with the market basket turned up Seventh 
avenue. 

In a few minutes she reached the Jew’s store. 

Here she hesitated for a few seconds, and then con- 
'tinued on her way. 

She had hardly passed, when Nick ran into the store 
and called the Jew. 

“Hi, Guswein !” 

“Vot you vants, now?” replied the clothing dealer, 
coming from the rear, where he had been bewailing his 
bad luck for the benefit of several neighbors. 

“Step out here for a moment.” 

The man did so. 

“Look at that woman, and tell me if you ever saw her 
before.” 

The Jew did as requested. 

“Mine cracious !” 

“You have seen her ?” 

“Tt ist der same.” 

“The one who sold you the suits?” 

46 Yes, ”? 

“You are sure?” 

“TI vos, so hellup me Isaac.” 

“Very well.. That’s all.” 

“Vos you goin’ to arrest her kvick ?” 

“Not just yet. But I'll probably do so later.” 

“And git me mine fifty dollars pack.” 

‘Tt Tecan.” 

Nick Carter left the second-hand clothing establish- 
ment once more. 

The woman was now nearly a block ahead, but the 
great detective easily managea to keep her in sight till 
she entered a clothing store. 

Nick passed the store, and found it an establishment 
similar to the one run by Guswein. 

The great detective walked on as far as the corner, and 
ees slipping on a false beard, he turned and walked 

ack. 
|. Under pretense of examining several suits of clothing 
‘in the front of the store, he looked through the door and 
saw the woman in earnest conversation with the pro- 


| 


| prietor. 


| Presently the woman took from her basket half a dozen 
‘pairs of pants, and placed them on the counter. 

Then the proprietor of the store handed her several 
bills, which she folded up and placed in her dress pocket. 

The woman was just on the point of leaving the store, 
when Nick felt a hand on his shoulder. 

Turning, he found himself confronted 
Israelite, who smiled broadly. 

“Let me show you a fine suit, mine friend,” he said. 
* Chust come inside and see der different styles.” 


by a young 


Guswein gave a groan. 

“Dem peautiful suits !” 

“Yes. and remember, you sold one of them to me.” 

‘““Must I gif dot monish pack ?” 

“No. The man who owned this made me a present of it.” 

“Who vos dot man?” 

“You'll learn that later.” 

With these words Nick left the second-hand clothing es- 
tablishment, and started for 325 West Eighteenth street. 

Here he met with a sudden reversal. 

The woman, Annie Markham; was entirely unknown. 

“T suppose Guswein told me the truth so far as he knew 
it,” thought Nick. “I must try to hunt the woman up in 
same other way.” 

Nick turned down into Seventeenth street. | 

As he did so, a woman approached him, carrying a huge ; 
flat-top market basket on her arm. 

The famous detective gave the woman rather a sharp 

 Jook, and he noticed that she shrank away from him. 
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At that moment the woman left the establishment, and 
hurried down the street. 

‘‘Not to-day,” returned the great detective. 

He was anxious to follow the woman. 

But the young Jew would not listen, and, catching 
Nick by the arm, he tried to force the great detective to 
go inside. 

“Stop that!” cried Nick, sternly. 
to-day.” 

Just then the owner of the store came out, and he also 
eaught hold of Nick. . 

The great detective could not help but smile at the fix 
he had gotten into. 

“Ve\vill fit you out in der latest fashion,” cried the 
proprietor. 

“T think not.” 

“Oh, yes, ve vill! Jacob, show der vay inside.” 

The young puller-in caught Nick by the collar, and at- 
tempted to run the famous detective into the store. 


“T don’t want to buy 
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The next instant Nick turned upon the young man, ard 
gave him one straight between the eyes. 

“When I say a thing, I mean it, my boy.” 

The blow was a staggerer for the puller-in, and he flew 


back against the window-frame, almost breaking the 


glass. 

Seeing they had a Tartar to deal with, the proprietor at 
once let go his hold. 

“Don’t got oxcited, mine friend,” he cried. %‘ Ve vos all 
chentlemans togedder. Come around ven you got der 
dime.” 

And he waved Nick away, while the puller-in slunk out 
of sight. 

‘You may rely upon that,”.replied Nick, significantly. 

He turned to follow the woman, but she had disap- 
peared. 

A hurried search down the street failed to reveal where 
she had gone. 

Nick made certain that she was nowhere about, and 
then he returned to the clothing establishment. 

“Who was that woman who was just here?” he de- 
manded of the proprietor. 

Morris Cohen, for such was his name, turned pale. 

“Vot?” he asked, to gain time. 

“You heard what I said. I want to know who that 
woman was.” 

“Do you dinks you vos know her ?” 

“Maybe Ido. Come, out with it?” 

“ Her name vos Mrs. Harrow.” 

“You lie!” 

“Dot’s vot she tole me,” returned Morris Cohen, with a 
shrug of his shoulders. 

‘Where is she from ?” 

“Vos you spotting her ven you vos here pefore ?” 

“You’ve struck it, Moses.” 

“Mine name vos Morris Cohen.” 

“T don’t care if it is Solomon Isaacs. 
me where she is from.” 

“She says she vos come from Harlem.” 

“What part of Harlem ?” 

“7 don’t vos known.” 

“Ts she coming back 2?” 

“No,” returned Morris Cohen. 

But he hesitated before making the reply. 

“You are a liar!” 

“Vot’s dot!” 

“Tsay you area liar. Do you want to be arrested ?” 

“Mine er acious, vos you crazy, mine friend ?” 

“No, lam not. I want to know who that woman is, 
and I intend to find out.” 

And Nick hit the counter a bang with his fist. 

“Vot for you vos vant ter find her?” 

“That is my affair, Cohen. Is she coming back ?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“Did she say anything about it?” 

Again Morris Cohen hesitated. 

‘““He knows something more he doesn’t care to tell,” 
thought Nick. “I must get it out of him.” 

“No,” replied the Jew, at last. 

He had hardly uttered the word before Nick caught 
him by the arm. 

The hold was such a tight one that Morris Cohen cried 
out with pain. 

“Come with me!” 

‘Mine cracious, vere to?” 

“To the station-house.” 

“Vot for ?” 

“You'll see, Cohen.” 

“T haf done me noddings wrong.” 

“Didn’t you take those pants from that woman ?” 

The Jew’s face changed color. 

“T pought dem.” 

‘Huh! Where did she get them ?” 

“ Her husband gif her dem to sell ?” 

“ ‘Who is her husband ik 

“T don’t vos know.” 

* And she said he gave her the pues ” 

“Oxactly.” 

“Do you believe that?” 

“ Certainly, mine friend.” 


I want you to tell 


And Morris Cohen tried to put on a look of astonish- 
ment. : 

“Tf you do, you are a chump, Cohen.” 

66 Vy (ane 

“Because that woman stole those pants.” 
* “How do you know dot?” 

“Never mind; I know, and that’s enough.” 


CHAPTER IV. 
NICK ON THE TRACK. 


Morris Cohen was much disturbed by what Nick Carter 
said. 

He was not exactly dishonest, but, if a good bargain in 
the way of buying goods came in his way, he never made 
it a point to inquire as to how the said goods had been 
procured. 

He pulled at hislong beard for several seconds, aud 
then caught Nick by the coat lapel. 

‘“Who you vos?” he asked, sharply. 

“None of your business, Cohen,” replied Nick. 
to get the story straight,from you, that’s all.” 

“T haf tole you all I vés known.” 

“No, you haven’t.” 

“Vy not?” 

“You didn’t tell me when you expected her back.” 

“T don’t know——” 

“You do know,” said Nick, “and you must tell me. 
What did the woman say ?” 

‘She vanted me to puy some more dings.” 

“What kind of things, Cohen ?” 

“Some silk linings and some suits.” 

“What did you tell her?” 

*‘T tole her I vould haf ter see dem furst.” 

“Then what?” 

a She said all right, she vould pring vee along some 
dime.” 

“To-day ?” 

“Oh, no, some dime later !” 

“And you don’t know when ?” 

‘79 No. >b) 

“All right.” 

“Vot you vos goin’ to do?” 

“ Never mind.” 

“Of dem clothes vos stholen——” 

“T won’t trouble you if you help me catch that woman.” 

“T vill do dot.” 

“Then maybe I’ll see you later. Good-day.” 

“Goot tay, mine friend.” 

Nick departed from Morris Cohen’s establishment, 
and turned once more down Seventh avenue. 

Presently he reached the corner of Seventeenth street. 

He was on the point of going over to the Sixth Avenue 
elevated road, when, looking around, he beheld the mys- 
terious woman again. 

Her market basket was gone, and she was now uccom- 
panied by a man. 

The man was a natty-looking chap, not over twenty- 
five years of age. 

The woman: had changed her hat and dress, but Nick 
easily recognized her by her general outline and the style 
of her walk. 

“That was a mighty quick change,” thought Nick. “TI 
wonder who the man is, and where the two are bound ?” 

The famous detective resolved at once to follow the 
pair. 

After making their way up to Highteenth street, the 
man and woman took an elevated train up town. Nick 
boarded the same train, and when they alighted at Forty- 
second street he was close at their beels. 

They hesitated for a second at the foot of the steps, and 
then they turned into Bryant Park. 

Nick now fell a little to the rear. 

Presently he saw the man speak to the woman very 
earnestly, and then leave her, 

The detective at once resolved to follow the woman, 
who was now making toward Fortieth street, but before 
he could go many steps the man stepped up to him. 

‘How are you, Cadwell?” he said, extending bis hand 
cordially. 


“T want 
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“T think you have made a mistake,” he replied. 
; Neg isn’t this George Cadwell, from Madison ?” 

Oo 3 
“Then you must excuse me. It was quite a mistake. 
You resemble him greatly, and I rather thought you were 
following me.” 

The last words were uttered very significantly. 

“Not atsall, Mr. ——” 

“Fred Barker, from Brooklyn. And you are—— 

“Oliver Bishop, from Morristown. You see I live near | 
your friend Cadwell as well as resemble him.” 

“Did you ever meet him ?” 

“No, but I have heard before that there is a fellow who 
looks like me,” added Nick, with a light laugh. 

“The resemblance is wonderful! perfectly wonderful !” 

“T shall try to hunt Mr. Cadwell up some day,” went 
on Nick. “I shall be pleased to know him.” 

“ And he, no doubt, will be glad to know you,” laughed 
Barker. 

“By the way,” went on Nick. ‘May I ask you what the 
name of the lady who accompanied you is?” 

“The lady ?” 

“Exactly.” 

Barker’s brow darkened. 

“What business is that of yours? ?” he demanded. 

“ None—I am only curious.’ 

“That is Miss Maud Garrison.” 

“A New York young lady 2?” 

“Yes. Shel@ ss up opposite Central Park. 
you wish to know ?” 

‘As I said before, I was only curious.” 

Barker drew closer. . 

“You lie!” he cried. “You are a private detective, and 
you are following me!” 

As he spoke he drew back and aimed a blow at Nick’s 
head with his fist. 

The great detective dodged the blow, 
instant grabbed Barker by the collar. 

“Let go of me!” roared the young man, *¥ 

It was plain to see that he was badly frightened. 

‘Not much!” replied the famous detective, coolly. 

“Let me go, I tell you!” 

Instead of replying, Nick tightened his grasp, until 
Barker was almost choked. 

“What—what are you—you going to do with me?” 
gasped the young man, purple in the face. 

“ You'll see fast enough.” 

‘““Let—let me go, please !” 

From being fierce the young man’s tones had dropped 
into almost a whine, and Nick saw that he was a coward 
at heart. 

“You come along with me,” said the detective. 

“ Are—are you going to arrest me ?”’ 

“oY ORs) 

At these words what remained of the young man’s cour- 
age seemed to ooze out of his fingers’ ends. 

“Till give you a hundred dollars to let me go,” he 


” 


Why did 


and the next 


groaned. 
“You will?” 
“Yes. I didn’t.mean any harm. It was only a bit of 


sport, I assure you.” 
“What is your name?” 
“Must I give that? 
“You must.” 
“Lloyd G. Barker.” 
“And your address?” 
“T board at the Halliday House, on Fifty-ninth street.” 
“What is that woman’s name?” 
“You know as well as I do.” 
* Answer the question ?” 
“But what’s the good ?” 

-“T want to learn if you really know her ?” 

“Her name is Mrs. Kate Ernest.” 
“And her address ?” 
“She lives in Seventeenth street.” 
“ What is the number?” went on Nick. 
Barker gave that also. 
“Ts it in the Carson Flats?” 
ve Yes.” 
“What floor?” 


It is such a disgrace !” 


_ Nick was somewhat perplexed by this unexpected move. ; 


F ing us. 


“The third and fourth.” 

“How many times have you been at the house 2” 
“This is the first. I—I-only got acquainted with Mrs. 

Ernest day before yesterday.” 

“Where ?” 

“At Koster & Bial’s.” 

‘You met her there ?” 

Ph aad .7? 

‘“Was she alone?” 

“No.” 

“Who was with her?” 

“ Another woman.” 

SW ho Res 
‘“T didn’t know her ?” 

“How did you get acquainted with Mrs. Ernest ?” 
Barker shuffled around uneasily. 

“TIn—in the usual way.” 

“You struck a mash ?” 

66 Yes. 99 

“And then you took her home?” 

“I saw her part of the way and made the appointment 


‘| for to-day.” 


“You are sure you never saw the woman before ?” 

“Tam willing to swear to it.” 

‘‘Is she a married woman ?” 

“She said not, but——” 

* But what?” 

“T think she didn’t tell the truth, did she?” 

“Never mind that. Were you up in the house to-day ?” 

“No, I met her near the corner.” 

“You saw her come out of the house,” continued Nick, 
wishing to make sure of the place of residence. 

i ago ie 

‘How long did you intend to be gone to-day ?” 

“Only until this evening.’ 

“ Where were you going ?”’ 

‘‘On a little frolic up to High Bridge.” 

‘““What made you stop off here?” 

“T got nervous, and thought you might be follow- 
ao 2? 

“Did Mrs. Ernest think so?” 

“She did not at first, but she got awfully frightened 
when I pointed you out. ” 

“Where has she gone now ?” 

“Over to the Grand Central Depot.” 

“You were to meet her there?” 

“f was, but I shall not do so now, even if you let 
me go.” 

“You promise that?” 

“TIT do. It was only a lark, and I don’t want to get into 
trouble.” 

“Tf I release you will you give me your word that you 
will have nothing more to do with the woman, will not 
even communicate with her?” 

‘hawt? 

“Then you can go, and let me give you a word of 
advice——” 

“ Well?” 

“That woman is a bad one, and if you keep up your 
acquaintance with her you will get into the worst kind of 
trouble, something that may send you to State prison.” 

“The duse you say! ill give my word of honorasa 
gentleman, Mr. Bishop, I’ll cut her dead.” 

“Tt will show your common sense. You can go.’ 

Lloyd G. Barker lost no time in getting away. He hur- 
ried through Bryant Park, and ina moment was lost to 
sight. 

Nick Carter then started for the Grand Central Depot, 
stopping in a convenient hall-way to make several impor- 
tant changes in his disguise. 


, 


CHAPTER V. 
SOMETHING ABOUT THE MYSTERIOUS WOMAN. 


Arriving at the great railroad station, it did not take 
the famous detective long to spot Mrs. Kate Ernest. 

The woman was walking up and down nervously in the 
waiting-room, and keeping a strict lookout for Barker. 

Nick sauntered in and dropped into a seat where he 
could watch all that was going on. 
After a quarter of an hour had passed, Mrs. Ernest 
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glanced at the iSigek and mutter ba an eqaculaéion of im- 
patience. 

As she did so her handkerchief slipped to the floor. 

Nick secured it at once, and tipping his hat, handed it 
to her. 

“Your handkerchief, miss, I believe,” he said. 

“Oh, yes; thank you.’ 

She took the handkerchief, and then dropped into the 
seat beside Nick. 

“Waiting is very tiresome, isn’t it?” she remarked. 

a It is, especially when you expect somebody to meet 
you.” 

“That is just my case.’ 

Nick smiled politely. 

“Can I assist you in any way?” he asked. 

The woman smiled at him sweetly. 

“Great Scott! she is trying fo mash me!” thought the 
famous detective. 

“Really, I don’t know. I was to meet a gentleman here, 
but he does not seem to come.” 

“Perhaps he was detained on business.” 

There was another wait, and, biting her finger-nails, 
Mrs. Ernest arose. 

Nick also jumped to his feet. 

“I wonder if they have a directory at the office?” he 
remarked. 

‘T suppose so,’ 

“I. want to bn outif I will have time to run down 
Seventh avenue before the four-fitteen train leaves. I 
want to go to Guswein’s place near Seventeenth street.” 

Nick spoke earelessly, but he did not fail to detect a 
sudden show of interest in the woman’s manner. 

‘‘To Guswein’s?” she asked. 

“Ves. Team a second-hand dealer in bric-a-brac, and 
have business with him. Do you know him?” 

“T know of him. I live in the neighborhood.” 

“T wish to buy some. things he wishes to dispose of 
cheap. I keep a store in Troy.” 

“And you buy second-hand bric-a-brac 2?” 

“Oh, yes, all kinds.” 

The woman became more inter ested than ever. 

“Tam glad I met you, sir, 

“Really! and why ?” 

“T have some things I wish to sell.” 

“What sort of things ?” 

‘Some vases, and such stuff. 
I will sell them very low.” 

“T would like to see them,” replied Nick, pretending to 
be greatly interested at once. “Iam willing to buy any- 
thing under the sun, ata slight discount. My store is the 
largest in Troy.” 

“Yes ?” 

“Yes. My name is Rudolph Paulson. 
have not a card.” 

‘“ Never mind. So you buy anything?” 

“Yes, and pay good prices.” 

Mrs. Ernest hesitated. 

“Tf I thought the gentleman I am waiting for would not 


They are first-class, and 


I am sorry I 


come * w ould like you to go with me and look at the stuff 
I have,” she said. “That is, if you can spare the time.’ 


“T ean when it’s for business,” laughed Nick. “Gus- 
wein hasn’t much to sell, and he is a very funny fellow 
to deal with. Now, I don’t care a rap as to how I get hold 
of goods so long as I pay the price, and both the party 
selling and myself are satisfied. It don’t pay to be too 
. particular in this world.” 

Mrs. Ernest took in every word of this rather rambling 
statement, just as Nick intended she should. She gave 
another look toward the door. 

“T think he won’t come,” she said. 
like to accompany me——” 

“With pleasure.” 

“But I have one condition to make ?” 

“And what is that?” 

“Tf we come to terms concerning what I wish to sell 
you, you will remove the goods as secretly as possible. I 
do not care to have my neighbors, who are very prying 
people, know that I am selling the things.” 

“You can depend on me, Miss——” ° 

‘My name is Mrs. Ernest.” 


“Se if you would 
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“As T said before, I always keep these matters to 


myself.” 

“*T like that.” 

‘‘And if you care to become a regular seller to me, you 
have nothing to fear.” 

Mrs. Ernest caught Nick by the arm. 

“Do you mean that?” 

Nick winked. 

“I do, every time, and I guess you understand me.” 

“You ask no questions concerning goods ?” 

“ Never !” 

“Not but what mine were honestly procured, but——” 

“T understand petfectiy, madam. No, I take the stuff, 
pay the price, and that is the end of the matter.” 

“Come along, then.” 

Mrs. Ernest led the way out by a side exit, and Nick 
followed close behind. The woman looked around for 
Lloyd Barker, but of course that young man was nowhere 
to be seen. 


“There must have been something in that man follow- 
ing us,” muttered the woman to herself. 

“What did you say?” asked Nick. 

“ Nothing. Supposing you call a carriage ?” 

The famous detective did so at once, and the two rolled 
away from the Grand Central Depot. 

They reached the house on Seventeenth street, which 
Barker had mentioned, and alighted. ; 

Leading the way up two flights of stairs, the woman 
unlocked a door and allowed Nick to enter. 


The apartment was a parlor, handsomely furnished. 
Mrs. Ernest motioned the detective to a seat, and drew up 
a low stool for herself. 

‘“Now, supposing we come to business, ” she ‘said. 

“The soaner the better, madam.’ : 

“You say you are willing to buy anything, pay a fair 
price, and ask no questions ?” 

“That's my method, in a nut-shell.” 

“Are you willing to buy any line of goods?” 

66 Yes. ob] 

‘Silver ware, glassware, paper goods ?” 

be Yes. ” 

* Rugs?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Clothing and dress goods ?” 

“If they are worth anything, yes.” 

“Tf I show you something will you swear to keep your 


|mouth shut if we do not come to terms?” 


*Madam, you can trust Rudolph Paulson every time. 
Did you ever hear of Mary Tillery ?” 

“T have heard the name,” replied Mrs. Ernest, slowly. 

“She used to work at Ridley’s, and later on at Lord & 
Taylor’s.” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“She was one of my best customers.” 

“Sold you lots of goods, you mean ?” 

“Exactly. Isuppose you understand.” 

(34 I dose 

‘““And perhaps you have the same class of goods ” 

“Somewhat, but not exactly. Come with me.” 

Mrs. Ernest. arose and pushed open a door leading toa 
private stair-way to the floor above. 


Once above, another door was opened, and the two 
stood in a long, low apartment, dimly lighted by three 
dirty windows. 

Nick gave a cry. 

The apartment was filled with goods of all descriptions, 
some lying around loose and others packed in boxes\and 
cases. 

“Have you all these to sell?” he asked. 

a if have.” 

“Tt’s quite a good deal.” 

“True. Do you see anything particular which you vee 
to take along at once?” 

“T will take a look around.” 

“Very well.” 

“Perhaps you can make it a point to stay in the city 
over night.” 

aL walk? 

Mrs. Ernest led the way among the boxes and barrels, 
and Nick’s keen eyes took in every article within view, 
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Suddenly there was a ringing of a bell somewhere 
below. z 

The woman started up. 

‘‘Excuse me for a moment.” 

“Visitors ?” 

“T think it is the postman. I will be back in a minute.” 

“Very well.” 

Mrs. Ernest disappeared, and Nick was left alone. 

The famous detective at once set to work to take a brief 
inventory of the goods stored on all sides. 

This took some time, and he did not notice Mrs. 

' Ernest’s reappearance until she tapped him on the 
shoulder. 
As Nick looked at her now there appeared to be a-cer- 
tain cold glitter in her eyes, but nevertheless she smiled 
sweetly. 
‘‘Taking account of what is here?” she asked. 
“Yes. I suppose you want to sell it all.” 
“Certainly.” 
“Hor spot cash ?” 
“T would prefer it.” 
“Very good.” 
Nick finished his writing and put the slip into his 
pocket. . 
“Come, I wish to show vou something you have not 
yet seen,” went on the woman. 
“What is it?” 
“A Lours XV. cabinet, something very rare, and which 
ought to bring a pretty high price. It belonged to my 
grandmother, who also owned that lion-clawed lounge.” 
While she was speaking, Mrs. Ernest moved toward 
the back of the apartment, and presently came to a halt 
before a really marvelous cabinet, about five feet square 
and seven feet high. 
“Is it not heautiful ?” she asked. 
It certainly was, and Nick said so. 
“Just step inside and see the finish, and then tell me 
what you think itis worth. Here is a match.” 
The doors of the. cabinet were opened and the match lif. 
! “There are secret drawers in the back,” went on the 
woman. ‘‘Just press on that button and watch the result.” 

Nick stepped into the cabinet to press the button she 
pointed out. ; 

As he did so there was a sudden whirr, and Nick felt 
the door behind him close with a snap. 

At the same instant the match went out and he was left 
a prisoner in the dark, 


a 


i 


ie) 5 
Recititte 


CHAPTER VI. 
NICK CARTER A PRISONER. 


For a second Nick Carter did not know what to do. 

- He did not doubt that the doors were closed intention- 
ally, and that he was under suspicion. 

He turned and rapped loudly upon the panels. 

There was no reply. 

Then he kicked with his boot. 

(a4 Stop hy 

The voice came from somewhere 
followed directions. 

“ Let me out,” he said. 

“Not just yet,” replied the voice, which he now recog- 
nized as Mrs Ernest’s, although it sounded strange, as if 
coming through a tube, which was the case. 

“Why not?” questioned Nick. 

“T have my reasons.” There wasa murmur of other 
voices. ‘You see, I want to find out first if you are what 
you represent yourself to be,” came back a moment later. 
“You suspect me?” ; 
i oe J do.” 

“ Why ?” 

“‘T have my reasons.” 

“T have treated you fairly.” 

“Sq you have, and if I find I have misjudged you I 
shall make you ample compensation, Mr. Paulson. But I 
must be careful, there are so many detectives playing 
spies.” 

“What do you intend to do?” 

“Find out if you are who and what you represent your- 


self to be,” 


overhead, and Nick 
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“What! and keep me here all that time?” cried Nick, 
in assumed anger. 

“It will not take as long to find out as you may think.” 

“Why not?” 

“T have already telegraphed to my cousin in Troy, 
and have sent a message to Guswein’s.” 

“ How soon do you expect to know ?” 

“Inside of two hours.” 

“And you will not let me out until then?” 
‘ “Tam sorry to say I will not.” 

“Tt’s an outrage.” F 

“T shall pay you liberally for holding you. Now I am 
going. You had better sit down and take it comfortably 
until l return. You will find a small stool in the cabinet 
and also a bottle of wine, so you ought not to complain.” 

“T shall smother to death !” 

“No, you won’t. But there is one thing will happen if 
you attempt to escape while the doors are locked.” 

““And what is that?” 

“You will be shot !” 

“Shot!” cried Nick, in pretended terror. 

“Wxactly.” 

“Would you shoot me, madam !” 

‘No, but the cabinet is so adroitly arranged: by its 
former owner for his peculiar use, that the instant you 
try to get out you will find a small arsenal in there where 
bullets work by the touch of a spring.” 

In spite of his coolness Nick felt a little worried. 

Was the woman telling the truth? ; 

There was a sharp click, and then he heard footsteps 
moving away. 

In a minute there was a dead silence. 

Nick Carter felt for the little stool and sat down to 
think it over. : 

He was rather thirsty, but he did not care to sample 
the bottle of wine, which might be drugged. 

He knew it would be useless to cry out for help, even if 
such was his habit, which it was not. 

Nick Carter always believed in helping himself. 

By some manner of means he must escape. 

If what the woman had said was true, she would soon 
learn that he was an impostor. 

And when that happened he felt certain that she would 
not hesitate to kill him. 

She was playing a deep game and playing it to win. 

Nick felt certain she was in league with the freight 
thieves, and was, in all probability, the head of the | 
gang. 

The great detective arose and began to feel the surface, 
first on one side and then on the other, of the inside of 
the cabinet. 

His touch encountered nothing that felt in the least like 
the hidden springs controlling bullets. : 

“T’ll venture ttat shooting business,” he muttered to. 
himself. Vine 

Getting out a small gimlet from his kit of pocket tools,y+ 
he bored several holes in one side of the cabinet. ite 

Into one of these holes he introduced a tiny saw, andjct 
began to work it rapidly. 

The saw was asharp one, and as the wood was wellugs 
seasoned, Nick made rapid progress. 

Every minute or two he stopped to listen, but each time 
he heard nothing. 

At length his work was accomplished. 

A panel twelve by sixteen inches had been cut out. 

With great care Nick pushed the piece out. 

Then he started to crawl through the opening. 

As he did so there was a slight scraping sound, and 
then a sudden report. 

He had touched some hidden wire, and the bullet 
within an inch of his leg. 

“By thunder! she told the truth!” he muttered to 
himself. 

With great care he emerged from the cabinet. 

He had bardly reached outside when there was a rush 
on the stairs. 

Nick glanced around, and darting to the window in the 
rear, smashed out the half-dozen panes of glass that 
formed the lower sash. 

Then he hid behind a number of packing-cases. 
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Mrs. Ernest rushed into the apartment, followed by a’ 
burly man. 

“He has gone through the window !” cried the woman, 
pointing to the broken sash. “After him, Heller!” 

The man darted to the window, and peered out. 

“T can’t see anything of him,” he replied. 

“Get out on the roof.” 

“T_T haven’t any pistol.” 

“Don’t be a coward. Here, take mine.” 

As Mrs. Ernest spoke she drew a tiny silver-plated 
weapon, and passed it over. 

“The devil! Do you suppose I can do anything with 
such a toy?” exclaimed the man, in disgust. 

“It’s no toy, Heller. Go ahead : he must not escape.’ | 

Grumbling to himself, the man crawled through a win- 
dow and onto the roof. The woman stuck her head out: 
after him. 

Taking advantage of this movement, Nick changed his | 
position to one that was far more free from observation. 

Five minutes passed, and then the man came back. 

“Did you see him?” demanded Mrs. Ernest, eagerly. 

NOL 

“You.didn’t half look.” 

“Ves, I did. But the roofs around here are all flat, and 
there are a dozen places where he might escape to the 
street.” 

“Then run down and see if you can see him. 

“ What's the use of following him ?” 

“Because 1am. now sure he is a detective, and if he! 
gets away it’s will be all up with us, so far as this place; 
_is concerned.” 

“Well, you were a.fool to be taken in.” 

5 Shut. up, Heller !” 

“You want to be careful, and not give our main store- | 
house away.” | 

To this Mrs. Ernest grumbled out some reply Nick | 
could not hear. 

The two made their way down stairs, and the great de. 
tective crawled out of his hiding-place. 

He was undecided as to what to do. It would have been | 
an easy matter to have summoned assistance and have. 
arrested the woman and the man, and this would have 
enabled the detective to have restor ed much that had 
been stolen. | 

But the statement made by Heller made him hesitate | 
about doing this. The,freight thieves had another store- | 
house for their stolen goods, and he must locate this be-| 
fore proceeding against them. | 

He moved around the apartment until he reached the 
private stairs, and then cautiously descended. 

Presently he heard the murmur of voices coming from | 
the room in the back. He pushed open the hall door and 
crossed to the door in the rear. 
1 A lively discussion was going on between Mrs. Ernest 
and Heller, and Nick immediately became interested. 

“Who was the young man you had in tow?” Heller 
isked. 

‘‘T didn’t have any young man in tow,” retorted Mrs. 

c@rnest. 
I “That’s a steer, Kate; I seen you.” 

“Oh, shut up!” 

“Tf Bill gets onto you, he'll kill you.” 

t “He won’t hear anything wrong unless you blab,” re 
‘ turned the woman, fiercely. 

“T sha’n’t say a ‘word. But you had better be careful, 
Kate.” 

“T know my own business best.” 

“Maybe you do. 

“Tid you see Bill to-day ?” 

is Yes. 9 

“'W here ?” 

“Over to the freight pier.” 

“Barclay street?” 

* Yes.” 
“T think you had better be careful how you hang around | 
there.” 

“T am careful.” 

‘ Some fly-cops may spot you, and then the game will’ 
be up.’ 

“TD Il take good care of that.” 

“ Are you going after that chap who escaped ?” 


| 
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4 ‘ Where shall I go? He may be a mile away be this 
ime.’ 

Mrs. Ernest began to walk the floor nervously. 

“T suppose I had better hire a truck or two, and have 
the stuff carted to the other place at once. Do you know 
where Andy is?” 

“‘T think I do.” 

“Then go after him at once.” 

“What shall I tell him?” 

“Tell him I want the stuff out inside of an ROU tas 
is, all he can get on one load.” 

“ All right.” 

“ And, Heller, don’t say anything to him or Bill about 
this chap who has escaped.” 

“Why not?” 

“It may make them afraid without doing any good.” 

“But what excuse will you give for leaving?” 

“T’ll tell them the other folks in the house are getting 


Heller moved toward the door. 
Nick af once stepped back, with the intention of hiding 


/in an angle of the semi-dark hall-way. 


As he did so he felt a hand placed on his collar, and a 
harsh voice asked sternly : 
“What are yer doin’ here?” 


CHAPTER VII. 
NICK CARTER MAKES A RAPID MOVE. 


The great detective was surprised, but he did not lose 
i his presence of mind. 

‘‘Let go,” he said; “I ain’t doing anything wrong.” 

What brings you here ?” 

“Does Mrs. Mur phy live here?” 

et No. 99 

‘Then I’m in the wrong house, that’s all.” 

As Nick spoke he tried to break away from the man, 
but the fellow’s grip was a good one, and he retained it. 

“That’s too thin !” 

At this juncture the door of the rear room gene and 
Heller came out. . 

He stared at Nick and the other man in amazement, 

‘‘Hullo, Bill! where did you catch that?” 

“Do you know him ?” 

“Ves no,” returned Heller, confusedly. 
into the 100m.’ 

He caught Nick by the arm, and between the two the © 
great detective was forced into the room, and then the 
door was closed. 

Heller locked it and put the key in his pocket. 

Mrs. Ernest gave a scream when she saw Nick. 

“Ha! so they have caught you!” she cried. 

“Who is he, Kate?” asked the man called Bill. 

A fly-cop.” 

“How do you know 2” 

“He followed me here before, and when I turned on 
him he ran away.” 

Bill muttered an oath. 

“Tf I was sure of that I’d do you,” he said to Nick. 

““You would 2” 

6b Yes. ” A 

Nick gave a sudden twist, and loosened the two men’s 
hold. 

“Stand back !” he commanded, springing into a corner. 

And out came his revolver. 

“So that’s your game!” exclaimed Heller, while Mrs. 
Ernest gave another scream. 

“TItis. Stand back, both of you.’ 

“At him!” shrieked the woman. 
will be ruined !” 

‘ The men looked at Nick’s determined face, and kept 
ack. 

“Who are you?” asked Bill, in a surly tone. 

“That’s my business. Who are you? Answer me, un- 

ss you want me to pull the trigger.” i 

**Bill Ernest.” 

‘Are you this woman’ 8 husband ? 4 

“Maybe I am.’ 

“Go for him, Bill,” 

any sand left at all?” 


“Shove him 


“Tf he escapes, we 


be 


| cried Mrs. Ernest. “Haven’t you | 
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She was furious, and catching up a platter that stood on 
the dresser, she hurled it at Nick, with good effect. 

The platter struck the great detective on the forehead, 
partly stunning him. 

Before he could recover, Heller, Bill Ernest, and the 
woman sprang upon him and bore him to the floor. 

But, as we know, Nick’s muscles were like iron, and he 
soon threw the two men to one side. 

_In the struggle his disguise was disarranged, and his 
true personality shone forth. ; 

“‘It is Nick Carter, the smartest detective in New York !” 
eee Mrs. Ernest. ‘‘At him! If he escapes, we are 

ost ! 

“Nick Carter!” repeated Heller. “You are right, he 
must not getaway. Iowe him one for having my half- 
brother sent up for six years.” 

He jumped forward again, and Bill Ernest did the 
same. 

Once more Nick threw them off. But as he did so, Mrs. 
Ernest picked up a heavy poker lying by the range, and 
the next instant the great detective received a blow in the 
back of the head that caused a sharp pain to shoot through 
his brain, and then he knew no more. 

“You did him that clip,” remarked Heller, as Nick sank 
to the floor like a lump of lead. 

“Ts he dead 2?” asked Bill Ernest. 

The great drops of sweat were standing on his forehead. 

“Serves him right if he is,” returned Mrs. Ernest, coolly. 
“Tt takes a woman to do a job like that, every time.” 

“You’re a cold-blooded one, Kate,” was Bill Ernest’s 
reply. 

“No, he isn’t dead,” said Heller. 
around in a quarter of an hour or so. 
neat crack.” 

“Shall we finish him?” asked Mrs. Ernest. 

“T don’t know.” 

“JT don’t want murder on my hands,” said Bill Ernest, 
with a shudder. 

“Oh, you’re always chicken-hearted, Bill,” laughed the 
woman. “I say finish him. It won’t do to have him in the 
way.” 

“That’s so,” added Heller. 

“T won’t have anything to do with it., 
enough, without adding murder.” 

“Oh, come off !” 

‘Leave us to do the job, Bill.” 

“T will. I’ve got to see Andy, and I’ll go over. 
what you please. I’ll be back in half an hour.” 

Heller and the woman laughed, and in the midst of their 
merriment Bill Ernest left the room and the house. 

“Bill was always soft-hearted,” grumbled Heller. 
“What will you do with Carter?” 

Mrs. Ernest thought for a moment. 

“T have it.” 

“b Well 97) ¥ 

“You know that cedar chest up stairs?” 

“What, the big heavy one?” 

“ Yes.” 

“What of it?” . 

“We will put him in that, lock the padlock, and to- 
night, when it is dark, you can take a wagon, cart him 
down to the river and dump himin. The chest is almost 
air-tight, and he will smother to death.” 

“That’s a good plan. I hate sticking a man myself.” 

“Pooh ! come, take hold, before he comes to.” 

They lifted Nick’s body, and carried it up stairs. 

Here, in one corner, stood the chest, bearing upon the 
plate the name of Thomas G. Whistler. 

Where it had come from was a mystery known only to 
Mrs. Ernest. 

The)zhest was placed upon the floor, and Nick’s body was 
placed inside. 

Then the padlocks were locked by Heller. 

“We're giving him a first-class funeral,” laughed the 


“He'll be coming 
It was a pretty 


Stealing is bad 


Do 


\ \ man, when he had finished the job. 


“ And very prompt, too,” replied the woman. “He ought 
-Ynot to complain.” 

} The two remained near the chest a while longer, with- 
out hearing a sound, and then went below. 

How long he remained stunned Nick did not know. 


When he became conscious he found breathing very 
difficult. 

He tried to put his hand up to his forehead, but found 
he could hardly do so. 

Where was he? 

A few minutes’ examination brought the truth to light. 

The revelation was a fearful one, for he did not know 
but what he was six feet under ground, as well, locked up 
in some kind of a box. 

He tried to move, and at last succeeded in turning over 
on his side, but that was all. 

He brought all of his strength to bear to force off the 
lid, but without success. ~ 

So great was his exertion that it completely exhausted 
him, and he fainted away. 

When he again came to himself he felt himself moving 
‘rapidly. There was a strange rumble in his ears, but he 
could not determine what it was. 

Of one thing, however, he was now certain. He had not 
yet been buried, and this gave him a ray of hope. 

At length the rumble stopped. A short spell of silence 
followed, and then he felt the chest move, but this time 
silently, as if human hands were moving it. 

He tried to cry out and raise a noise, but although he | 
succeeded, no attention was paid to his actions. 

Then he felt himself raised higher than before. 

A pause, and he went down and down. 

Then came a terrible splash, followed almost imme- 
diately by a severe shock, that shook Nick from head to 
foot. 

The chest had been dumped into the water, and the 
lower end had struck upon a sunken spile. 

The blow was so strong that one end of the chest was 
wrenched loose, and the water poured into it as it sunk to 
the bottom. 

Taking advantage of this, Nick pressed firmly upon it, 
and at last the top gave way, permitting him to rise to 
the surface and get some fresh air, upon which his life 
depended. 

He came up under the dock, leaving the chest at the 
bottom of the river. 

For a moment he could not move, the imprisonment in 
the chest having taken all his strength from him. 

While he rested on a timber under the dock-he heard a 
wagon overhead being driven rapidly away. 

At last he crawled out. 

It was night, and not a soul in sight. 

“I guppose they think Iam done for,” said Nick to 
himself. ‘ Well, let them think so. It will not be long 
\before they wake up to the fact that they are terribly 
| mistaken.” 

Wringing the water from his coat as best he could, he 
put the garment on and made for home, reaching that 
place in little less than half an hour. 

Here he took a good rubbing down, and changed his 
undergarments. 

After a quiet smoke, during which time he mapped out 
his future plan of action, he went to bed, and despite 
the marvelous experience through which he had just 


| passed, slept soundly until morning. 


Then he started out to get at the bottom of the actions 
of the notorious freight thieves. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE NEW HAND AT THE PIER. 


Disguised as an Irishman, Nick hurried for the freight 
office of the New York Central and Hudson River Rail- 
road. 

Entering the place, he shuffled up to the desk. 

“Ts the boss around?” he asked of the clerk named 
hat do you want?” was the sharp counter-question. 

“Qure, an’ Oi want ter see the boss.” 

“T am here to do whatever business is to be done.” 

“ Ain’t the boss to be seen at all?” smiled Nick. 

Just then the freight agent appeared, and leaving Ferry, 
Nick rushed up to him. 

“The top of the marnin’ to ye,” he cried. 

“ Good-morning,” was the stiff reply. 
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“ An’ have yez got a job fer Dan Murphy this marnin’ ?” 
went on Nick, with a wink no one but the agent saw. 

“What, Dan Murphy!” was the reply. ‘ Well, I don’t 
know, Murphy; what sort of a job do you want?” 

“Sure, sur, anything yez have around the pier or in the 
office, or both, sur.” 

“Just want something to do, eh? Do you drink?” 

“Divil a drop, sur, these foive years.” 

“Reformed, eh. Well, I discharged a man for drunken- 


ness yesterday, and I might as well put you in his place.” 
At these words the clerk named Ferry svowled, and 
called the freight agent aside. 
“T thought you were going to give that situation to that 
man I recommended,” he said, in a low voice. 
was the. reply. 


“IT thought I would put two men on,” 
‘We need more hands.” 

‘Oh, that’s all right, then.” 

Ferry turned to his books, and the freight agent mo- 
tioned to Nick. 

“Come into my office and I'll tell you what you are to 


do,” he said. 

The two entered the private office. 

* Well, have you learned anything?” asked the agent, 
ans xiously. 

“Yes, but not enough.” 

“You really wish to go to work ?” 

“[ do. Is there a man named Ernest works here?” 

“There is a man by that name occasionally helps one of 
the drivers.” 

‘*His name is not on the list you gave me.” 

“No; I did not think it worth while. Is he——” 

“Never mind at present. What driver does he help?” 

“ Lawrence.” 

“Then give me something to do that will bring me in 
contact with this Lawrence.” 

pean as 82 Baa 

“ Also something that will give me a chance of watch- 
ing Mr. Ferry.” 

“Mr. Ferry ! de 

“ Exactly.” 

“But he is my most trusted clerk. y 

“That makes no difference.’ 

The freight agent shook his head. 

“Tt shall be as you say. Come along!” 

The agent led the way out of the office and down to the 
pier at the foot of Barclay street. 

“Lawrence !” 

A burly fellow came up. 

“This is the new man, Dan Murphy.” 

“But I thought Frank O’Connell was to have the job?” 
said Lawrence, in astonishment. 

‘T'm going to set him to work, too.’ 

“Oh!” Lawrence shook hands oie Nick. 
meet you. Know anything about the work.” 

“Some, an’ Oi kin learn fast, so Oi kin,” returned Nick. 

He smiled broadly, and Lawrence slapped him on the 
back. 

“T guess you?ll do.” 

The freight agent left them, and Nick followed Law- 
rence to his truck. 


Glad to | 


“Weve got a lot of goods to take from the cooper shop,” 
said Lawrence, as he whipped up the horses. 

“The eooper shop?” repeated Nick. “An’ sure, an’ 
phat be they doin’ there?” 

“Why, every time a case of goods is damaged we send 
it down there to be fixed up before it goes out. ” 

“Yez mean if the case or barrel is busted 2” 

“Yes. It would never do to send them out to customers 
in the shape they sometimes come in.’ 

“Oisee. An’ who sinds thim down to the cooper shop?” 

“Generally Mr. Ferry.” 

“Ts that the head clerk ?” 

oe Yes. ” 

Nick said no more, and they were soon within the 
cooper shop, loading the truck with goods consigned to 
Paul G. Harwig. 

“T would like to know if anything is missing from this 
lot?” said Nick to himself. 

The cooper was a fellow named Mason, and he was hard 
at work nailing up several barrels which stood in one 


corner. 


it was for A. Markham, 325 West Eighteenth street. 

“Some more of the freight thieves’ work; ” he thought. 
*T would like to bet almost anything that the contents of 
those barrels were stolen from this consignment for Har- 
wig. I begin to understand their method of work. Werry 
sends the cases to Mason to be fixed up, and while they 
are in the cooper shop some of the stuff is stolen, packed 
in barrels, and addressed to Mrs. Ernest, or somebody 
else. Then Lawrence, Bill Ernest, or somebody else that 
ig in the ring, delivers the stolen stuff, either to the house 
in Seventeenth street, or that secret store-house, and the 
thing is done.” 

The important thing to do now is to find out who are 
members of the gang, and where the bulk of fhe stolen 
stuff was stored. 

While Nick was hard at work putting cases on the 
truck, he saw Ferry come into the place and motion Law- 
rence to one side. 

Nick waited until the two were out of sight, behind a 
pile of boxes, and then leaving his work, he stole up toa 
spot where he might hear what was said. 

_ “Not to go to Seventeenth street?” Lawrence was ask- 
ing. 

“No,” returned Ferry. 

“Why not?” 

“ Bill says it isn’t safe any more.” 

“Where shall I take it?” 

“To Daddy Higgins’.” i 

“Allright. Say, did you know the boss sent down a 
new hand ?” 

“Confound it, yes.” 

“Tt’s too bad.” 

“He don’t look like a fellow who could make us much 
trouble, though,” went on the book-keeper. ‘He’s too 
green.” 

“Tt’s no use getting careless, though.” 

“No, no, certainly not. When you deliver the goods, 
drop him off with a little package to be delivered on a 
side street, and tell him to wait till you get back.” 

**T will.” 

i Have you seen Heller to-day?” 

6 No. bh 
“Fie was going to sell that glassware to ie cant at if he 
could.” 

“Hor how much 2?” 

“Two hundred dollars, if he could get it.” 

“It ought to. bring that.” 

“Yes, and more; but it’s risky business handling such 
stuff, and the fences won’t pay the price.” 

“T’ve been thinking if it wouldn’t pay us to re-ship it — 
out of town,” went on Lawrence. i 

“That’s what we’ll have to do, if my new scheme goes 
through,” replied Ferry. 

“You really mean to work the racket at the other 
freight depots?” 

“Certainly. Well be independently rich in five years.” 

“That will suit me, Ferry. Truck-driving never did 
agree with me, no matter how much there was in it.” 

At this juncture Mason approached. 

Nick tried to get out of his way, but Ferry moved off, 
and in an instant the great detective was discovered. 

“Hi, what are you doing here?” demanded Lawrence, 
getting ugly. 

“Sure, an’ Oi wanted to know if yez didn’t want to toi 
thim cases on before yez puton the top ones,” replied 
Nick, scratching his head. 

“That’s a lie,” exclaimed Mason. 
what you two were saying.” 

Ferry grew pale and Lawrence grabbed Nick by the 
arm. 

“What have you to say for yourself? a 

Nick winked. 

“Take me into the scheme ?” 

nebo) Bekey 

“Yis. Oi know how to kape mum.” 

Ferry stepped back and surveyed Nick from head to 
foot. 

“You're not so green as you look,” he said, coldly. 

“Phat?” 


“He was listening to 


Watching his chance, Nick examined the address” on ei 
one of the barrels, and he was not surprised to learn that __ 
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“You’re a shrewd one.” 

“So Oiam. Phat do yez say?” 

“Take you in?” 

ia Yis.” 

“Tn what?” 

“This boodle making business yez have been talkin’ 
about,” 

'“T think you’re laboring under a misunderstanding.” 

“Am Oi?” 

“You are. Bnt——” 

“Phat is it, sur? Let me tell yez, 
Murphy, ivery toime.” 

“We can, eh?” 

“Oi’ll shware it, sur.” 

“Where are you from?” 

“Limerick. sur.” 

“TI don’t-mean that. 

Nick leaned forward. 

“Vez will not give me away, if Oi tell?” 

66 No. ” 

“Oi worruked for the State last, sur.” 

“What, you came from prison ?” 

“Vis, but don’t tell the boss, or he’ll sack me, so he 
will. He used to know me whin Oi—that is, before Oi 
Was sint up.” 

“What was you sent up for?” 

“T sold a harness another mon said belonged to him.” 

“Where did you get the harness?” 

“Picked it up on the barn flure one marnin’.” 

“His barn?” 

sé Yis. ” 

There was a roar of laughter at this sally. 

“How long did the judge give you?” 

“Two years and six months, th’ divil take him !” 

“And you would like the chance of making a little 
extra, money, now ?” 

“47 | wouldn't close me eyes to it, sur.” 

“Then let me tell you something: Our work is straight, 
Understand, but it is rather peculiar, and we don’t want 
‘> anybody to hear about it.” 
«Just so, sur.” 


ye kin thrust Dan 


Where did you work last?” 


‘\ “Now, if you wish to do as you are told, and ask no} 


‘ questions, I will give you ten dollars a week extra out of 
Nay own pocket.” 
‘Good, sur, Oi’ll do it.” 
I‘ Remember, that is between ourselves. 
Ssked like a fellow we might break in.” 
‘“Oi’m wid yez, sur, heart an’ sowl, so Oi am.” 


I thought you 


| “Tf you prove trustworthy, I’ll soon give you the chance | 


bf earning a good deal more—on the quiet.” 

f Nick winked. 

j “Dan Murphy’s yer mon, ivery day, sur.” 

‘ “Then go ahead with Lawrence. Hush, here comes the 
* boss !” 


* The freight agent was approaching, and the little group | 


” scattered at once, Nick working at loading the truck as 
though his very life depended on it. 

Ferry watched him for a moment, and smiled to him- 
self. 

“He will make another valuable addition to our gang 
before long,” he murmured, “and with him, in addition to 
O’Connell, we will have things all in our own hands soon.” 

The truck was loaded, and Nick and the driver started 
away from the freight pier. 


CHAPTER IX. 
THE FREIGHT THIEVES’ LEAGUE. 


While the two were delivering the goods consigned to! 


Paul G. Harwig, Nick made himself very agreeable to 
Lawrence, and the two became firm friends. 
The great detective had to smile to himself when Har- 


wig eyed the goods anxiously, and told Lawrence he. 


hoped this consignment would prove all right. 

“JT don’t know anything about it, sir,” was the truck- 
dviver’s reply. ‘‘That’s the way they arrived at the pier. 
If they were opened, if must have been done before the 
cases reached New York.” 


Harwig shook his head, and Lawrence and Nick drove 


back to Bar“lay street. 


he comes ter open thim,” observed Nick, with a twinkle 
jin his eye. ; 
| “J don’t know,” returned Lawrence, but he blinked as 
ihe spoke. ‘“ Have a beer?” 

“Tv course Oi will.” 

They left the truck at West street, and entered 2 saloon 
near the corner. 

“Po our betther acquaintanceship,” remarked Nick, by 
| way of a toast, when the beer was served. 

“And may it be a profitable one,” added Lawrence. 

Nick ordered two more glasses, and then Lawrence in- 
sisted on having a third round. 

“You’re a good feller, Dan,” cried Lawrence, as they 
left the saloon. “A mighty good feller, darnif you ain’t.” 

The three beers, taken upon an empty stomach, with 
several whiskys that had gone before, had gone to his 
head and loosened his tongue. 

“Oi am whin yez know me,” replied Nick. 
Lawrence, don’t yez have no meetin’-place ?” 

“Wor the gang?” 

Vise 

“Of course we do.” 

“Where.” 

: zi T can’t tell you, Dan, my boy. Ferry will do it some 
ay.” 

“He’s the leader, is he?” 

“Leader of what, Dan?” 

“The gang.” 

Lawrence*cocked up one eye. 

“Maybe he is.” 

“Does he make money out iv it?” 

“Of course.” ’ 

“Oi would like to join yez.” 

“ Join—hic—what ?” 

“The gang.” 

“Maybe I’ll talk to Ferry about it.” 

They entered the freight depot once more, and Law- 
irence, aided by Nick, loaded up the truck with the goods 
marked A, Markham. 

As soon as they were on their way again, Nick made up 
'his mind to pump Lawrence still more. 

But Lawrence was now more cautious and apparently 
sorry for what he had said. 

‘‘How long hav’ yez been in wid the gang?” asked Nick. 

“J don’t know anything about any gang,” returned 
Lawrence. “I was only fooling you.” 

“Phat!” a 

“Yes, fooling you. Now, keep quiet and let me smoke.” 

Lawrence lit his pipe, and they drove up to Broadway, 
down Park row, and over through Roosevelt street into 
Madison. 

“Say!” cried the truckman, suddenly. “Here is a 
| package I forgot to leave over in Baxter street. You had 
| better take it over, and then wait for me on the corner of 
'Park row. I'll be back in quarter of an hour.” 

“Oi thought thim things was to go to Siventeenth 
street ?” 

“No, the directions have been changed. Here is the 
pockage.” 

As Lawrence spoke, he took a small package from under 
the seat and handed it to Nick. 

It was addressed to Isaac Schwisky, a Baxter street 
elothier. 

“All roight,” replied Nick. ‘is it paid fer?” 

“Yes. You can take your time about delivering it.” 

Nick jumped from the truck, and disappeared in the 
crowd while Lawrence drove off at a rapid gait. 

Nick at once opened the bundle. As he had surmised, 
‘it was nothing but a fake, containing some old paper and 
| excelsior. 

He threw the stuff into the street, and then started after 
the truck, which was now about a block ahead. 

As he hurried along he managed to make a change, and 
‘thus transformed himself once more into something of a 

Bowery tough. 
| Lawrence drove down Madison street until he came to 
-a tall building that had in years gone by been used as a 
sash and blind factory. Here he stopped. and jumping 
from the truck hammered loudly upon the doors opening 


ce Say, 


“Oi think he’ll foind thim cases moighty loight when upon the ground floor. : 
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There was a slight pause, and thee ‘the doors were; 
opened and the truckman led his team inside. 

Nick passed at the same moment, and looking into the 
old factory discovered that it was filled with boxes and | 
Barrels. 

As soon as Lawrence had taken the truck in, the doors 
were once more closed. 

Nick then returned. There was a narrow alley beside 
the factory, and, watching his chance, he darted down 
the alley and around to the rear. 

Here asmall window was open, and making sure that 
he was not observed, the famous detective crawled inside. 

Lawrence, assisted by the man who had let him in, was 
unloading the truck. 

“Why didn’t yer take it up to Seventeenth street?” was 
‘the first question Nick heard asked. 

“Ferry ordered me not to,” replied Lawrence. “He’s 
getting mighty particular, O’Connell.” 

“Well, IL suppose he’s got ter be careful. Say, did he 
ask fer dat job fer me?” 

6b Yes. $9 

“What did der boss say ?” 

“You can have it, but he’s put another man in also.” 

“That so? Who?” 

~ An Jrishman named Murphy.” 

““Does he belong to the gang?” 

“Not yet, but I reckon he will before long. He seems 
to be made of the right stuff.” 

The unloading progressed rapidly, and so6n the truck 
was empty. 

“Are you coming around here to-night?” asked O’Con- 
nell, as Lawrence prepared to drive off. 

“T think so.” 

“We're going to have a big meeting, up in the old 
office,” 

‘How do you know 2” 

“Heller told me. Something peculiar has happened.” 

What ?” 

“Heller didn’t say. Bill and Mrs. Ernest will be there, 
along with all the others.” 

“Then I’ll be on hand. What time?” 

“ About nine o’clock.” 

Lawrence filled his pipe, lit it, and asked O’Connell to 
open the doors. 

Nick at once slipped through the window again, and 
ran back through the alley. 

In front he eame face to face with O’Connell, who had 
just come out. 

‘Here, wot yer doing there?” growled the man. 

“Shut up,” returned Nick, shortly. 

‘““Who are you?” 

‘*Hddie the Bug.” 

“Say, [ don’t know you.” 

“That ain’t strange.” 

‘‘Rather think it is,” grumbled O’Connell. 

“ And do yer t’ink ver know every one around here?” 

“That’s about the size of it. Hold on!” 

46 Eh gr 

‘‘Maybe you ain’t up to no good ?” 

“Hh? Wonter git yer nose mashed?” cried Nick. 

“You can’t mash it !” 

“ Hiddie the Bug kin do any feller in de ward !” 

“Rats !” 

“ All right, wanter put up?” : 

Nick began to square off, and O’Connell drew back. 

a only wanted to know what you were doing in the 
alle 

F oa why didn’t yer act like a gentleman? 
through from de udder street, see ?” 

“Then that’s all right.” 

“Uf course it is, but nex’ time don’t git so fresh all 
over, see, or I may do yer.’ 

And with this remark, Nick hurried away. 

Lawrence was now turning the corner of Roosevelt 
street with his truck. The famous detective once again 
went back to his Hibernian disguise, and cutting around 
through the next block met the truckman as he emerged 
upon Park row.. 

“Did you deliver that bundle?” asked Lawrence, some- 
what anxiously. 

“No, Oi om find the place,” replied Nick. “So Oi 

a 


I came 


Nett the bundle in uhe cigar shtore furninst the corner,” 
“Allright; I'll cail around and deliver it to-night.” 
Nick jumped on the truck, and. went back to the pier 


with Lawrence. 


Here he caught the truckman making certain signs to 
Ferry, the book-keeper, and also to Mason, the cooper. 

“T suppose it is about that meeting to be held to-night,” 
thought the great detective. “I must make it a point to 
be on hand.” i 

When the dinner hour came, Nick hurried home and 
summoned Chick and Wick, as well as Patsy. 

“T have big work on hand for to-night,” he said. 

“What kind of work?” asked Wick. 

“T wish to arrest a woman and several men.” 

“The freight thieves ?” 

“Exactly.” 

“By jingo! it didn’t take you long to run them down !” 
cried Chick, in deep admiration. 5 

‘““They are going to hold a meeting to-night, and I want 
you all to be on hand.” 
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“Yes. 
escape.” 

“That work will just suit me,® replied Wick. 

“Yes, I’m pining for a little excitement, too,” added 
Chick. “Everything has béen rather tame lately. ? 

“Then listen to me. 1 intend to get in with the gang 
and learn all their plans,” said Nick. “At the proper time 
I will give the signal, and then you will rush in.” 

‘“Where is the gang located?” asked Patsy. 

‘Down on Madison street.” 

“How will you get in with them?” asked Wick. 

“T have a little plan,” returned the chief. 

And he told them what his plan was. 


CHAPTER X. 
BROUGHT TO JUSTICE. 
Nick went to work in the afternoon just as if nothin 
unusual had or was about to happen, and none of ne ee 
a 


Ido not wish a single member of the gang to : 


| freight thieves suspected that the end of their league w 


close at hand. 

When the knocking-off hour came the famous detective 
accompanied Lawrence from the pier, and readily con, 
sented to have a drink at a neighboring saloon. 

The one glass became, for Lawrence, six, and soon‘ 
man’s tongue was running at a rapid rate. 

Nick pretended to become very friendly, and the noah 
man thought the detective one of the best fellows in ¢' 
world. 

‘““Never mind, Dan,” he hiccoughed. “One o’ these day\ 
we’ll all be rich, and then the work can go to the devil. 7 

“Roight yez are, Lawrence,” replied Nick. “Oi don’t 
loike to break me back any more than any wan else, 8c, 
Oi don’t.” 

Presently Lawrence arose and staggered to the door. 

“Where be yez goin’?” asked Nick. 

“Home.” 

“ An’ phat fer. 

“No, [ can’t.” 

“Phy not?” 

“T’ve got bus’ness to—hic—attend to to-night.” 

“Phat koind o’ business ?” 

Lawrence blinked his eye. i: 

“You'll know some day, Dan, an’—hic—till that time 
comes, be patient.” f 

“ All right, me bhoy, Oi will. 

“Well ?” 

“Suppose I go along aways wid ye?” 

“Shuit your—hic—self, Dan,” hiccoughed Lawrence. 

“Wait a second an’ I will.” 

Nick slipped out of the saloon. 

Not far away stood a policeman. ; 
Approaching the officer, Nick whispered something into 
his ear. : 

The policeman was at once all attention. 

“You understand ?” asked Nick, finally. 

“Yes, Mr. Carter.” 

**Make no balk.” 

“T’ll follow instructions, sir.” 

The famous detective walked back to the saloon, and 
caught Lawrence by the arm. 


Shtay an’ have another.” 


Say ?” 
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““Come on!” he said. 

Lawrence staggered out of the saloon and up the street. 

Nick walked beside him, and as they neared the police- 
man, who had walked on a block farther, the detective 
put out his foot and Lawrence fell in a heap on the pave- 
ment. 

**Whazzer matter me?” hiccoughed the truckman, try- 
ing to rise. 

Nick pretended to assist him, but before Lawrence 
could get up the policeman swooped down upon him. 

“Get up there!” he cried, drawing his club. “What do 
you mean by obstructing the walk?” 

‘ Zat’s all—hic—right,” replied Lawrence. 

“You’re drunk,” went on the officer. 

“No, I ain’t.” 

“I say you are. 

‘Where to?” 

“T’ll show.you quick enough.” 

“‘He’s all right, ofticer,” put in Nick. 

‘*Mind your own business,” growled the bluecoat. “TI 
know my duty. Come, up with you!” he added to Law- 
rence. 

The truckman began to swear, and Nick said it was a 
shame, but, in spite of all. the policeman arrested Law- 
rence, and he was soon behind the bars. 

Nick followed on behind, and complimented the police- 
man on his clever bit of acting. 

“Thank you, Mr. Carter,” was the officer’s reply. “Tt’s 
a pleasure to serve you. Lots of the boys are only aching 
for the chance.” 

As soonas Lawrence was under arrest Nick hurried 
home. 

Here he spent nearly an hour in arranging his disguise, 
which this time was to be a counterpart of Lawrence’s 
appearance. 
® [He had just finished when Chick and Wick came in, 
‘ollowed by Patsy. 

_ He gave his men their final instructions, and then left 

» his home to go to the old factory on Madison street. 

H\ Han was soon in the neighborhood, and, watching his 
€ 


Come along with me!” 


ance, he slipped into the alley-way, and took a position 
by the back window, which was still open. 
ne (He had hardlv done so when he heard one of the front 
prs open and Heller came in. 
Walking across the lower floor of the building, the man 
lofcended the stairs on one side. 
/ Seeing this, Nick jumped lightly through the window 
ind followed. 
f Arriving on the upper floor, Heller walked to the door 
of the old offices, which were partitioned off in one of the 
wfront corners. 
‘@ He rapped softly on the door. 
“ Who’s there?” asked a voice from within. 
‘A member,” was the reply. 
“Give the sign.” 
“Through freight from the West.” 
“Correct.” . 
The door was opened, and Heller passed in. 
He had hardly entered when Nick heard a noise below. 
He crouched in a corner, and a moment tater Bill Ernest 
and Ferry passed him. 
They went through the same performance as Heller and 
were also admitted. 
Then came Mason and a stranger, followed by Mrs. 
Ernest. 
Nick looked at his watch, and found it was just nine 
o’clock. 
Walking boldly forward, he rapped upon the office door. 
“Who's there?” was the question asked. 
He made the same answers as the others, and was read- 
ilv admitted. 
The place was fairly well lighted, and Nick saw that all 


the freight thieves were present. 
~ ‘Hullo, Lawrence, so you’ve come at last,” exclaimed 

Nier. 
ag I have,” replied Nick. “Did you expect me earlier ?” 

‘Yes. How about that Teller affair?” 

‘The great detective was perplexed for'a moment. 

Tt’s all right,” he answeed, finally. 

‘Will he take the goods?” 
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“At what price?” 

Again Nick was compelled to hesitate. 

“The one we spoke about.” 

“That was pretty cheap,” put in Ferry. 
all here?” he continued, glancing around. 

‘All but Yates,” replied Heller. 

‘*Where is he?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“Well, we can’t wait for him. The league will please 
come to order.” 

All took seats before Ferry, Nick following the others. 

“Now, Mrs. Ernest, we will hear your report first,” 
went on Ferry. “What is this trouble you have been 
having ?” . 

“There was a detective after me,” replied Mrs. Ernest. 
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‘*Nick Carter.” 

“The devil!” ejaculated Ferry. ‘“ Where is he now ?” 

“At the bottom of the East River.” 

“Dead !” 

“Yes, he’s as dead as a mackerel,” put in Heller. 

At this juncture there was a knock at the door. 

O’Connell asked the usual questions, and admitted a 
man Nick rightfully took to be Yates. 

“Where have you been?” asked Ferry, turning to the 
new-comer. 

The man was about to answer when he happened to 


“Well, are we 


‘glance at Nick. 


He started back as if thunderstruck. 


“You!” he cried, 
“What’s the matter?” asked Nick, as calmly as he 


|could, although he could see something was wrong. 


Yates whispered something to Ferry and O’Connell. 
Before he could realize it, the famous detective found 
himself covered by two shining pistols. 

“He is an impostor!” cried Yates. “I just left Lawrence 
in jail. He was arrested for being drunk.” 

‘““What have you to say?” demanded Ferry. 
I will put a bullet through your brain.” 

“This, that I am Nick Carter, and you are my pris- 
oner,” replied the great detective, springing upon the 
man. 

“ Nick Carter !” shrieked Mrs. Ernest, and she fell to the 
floor in a dead faint. 

Ferry and O’Connell both fired, 
wide of the mark. 

Then a fierce hand-to-hand encounter ensued, Nick 
foreing Ferry on his back on the floor. 

Heller now sprang to the tront. 

He held a sharp knife in his hand, and he was just 
about to plunge it into Nick’s back when the door burst 
open, and Chick, Wick, and Patsy entered, followed by 
several officers. 

Wick fired upon Heller, and the bullet struck the man 
in the arm, causing him to drop the knife instantly. 

Chick covered O’Connell, and Patsy forced Mason to 
surrender. 

Yates tried to escape through the window, but was 
hauled back by Nick, while the officers took the others in 
hand. 

In five minutes the freight thieves were completely sub- 
dued, and then they were taken to jail. 

A large portion of the stuff they had stolen was recov- 
ered, much to the satisfaction of the railroad company 
and the keen delight of Paul G. Harwig, who blesses the 
day he ran across Nick while the famous detective was 
wearing one of the suits stolen by the freight thieves. 

Nick Carter was well rewarded for his work, and 
“short” consignments on the New York Central and Hud- 
son River Railroad are now things of the past. 


(THE END.) 
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but the bullets went 
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